A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
Sir, to see you about the SB! men who will arrive
tomorrow; he says he is afraid you will be dis-
appointed------' I hold my hand up, as a sign for
him to stop. fiDon't say any more, please/ I say
*I have heard that remark before. There are no bad
soldiers, only bad colonels. What colonels are you
sending me?5 I ask.
'I don't know/ he replies.
"The usual, I suppose/ I say, cfed-ups from the
apot-luck pool!" It won't do/ I add, shaking my
head: 'the worse the man, the better the officer must
be. Will you tell your general if I have good colonels,
majors, adjutants, quartermasters and transport
officers, and fair, but not soft doctors, the men
can be made to do 'A3 men's work?3 He promises
to give my message. Meanwhile transport arrives
complete for three battalions. I look at it: it's
good and its officers seem to know their work.
Next day I ride out to meet the three battalions
which are marching from a station not many miles
off.
I spy two officers sitting on the road-side. On
nearing them I see old Plunkett! My luck's in,
I think. *One good battalion at any rate/ I say to
the staff officer who rides beside me.
Dear old Plunkett is the same as ever. He has
had a bad time with his heart and had the greatest
difficulty in getting them to let him come back to
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